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Advertiſement, by the Annotator. 


HIS Poem is juſtly ranked 
with the moſt celebrated Com- 
poſitions of Doctor Swift, Pope, 
Major Pack, Cowley, Prior, Mrs. 
Pilkington, Parnel, Addiſon, and 
Henry Jones, whoſe Works may 
be had, bound or in Sheets, at my* 
Shop in Parliament-ſtreet. I have 
undertaken, at the Requeſt of my 

Friends, to add Annotations, Re- 
marks, Striftures, and Obſervati- 

ons, explanatory, critical, and hi- 
{torical, for the Benefit of Stran- 
gers, who might otherwiſe be igno- } 
rant of many Perſons, Things, and 
Circumſtances, alluded to in the 
Compoſition, after the Manner and 
Form of my Notes on Dr. Jona- 
than Swift, D. S. P. D. that have 
not a little contributed to improve, 
and likewiſe make his Works be 
underſtood. ; 4 


A 2 


0 


Gor get Edmond Howard, Eſq; (a) 


3 F—k—r boaſt (b) of rhymes and 
To praiſe himſelf, and maul his betters; 
Fc 


— 


—— — — _ 


(a) Epiſtle to C. E. K hath amaſſed a conſiderable fortune l 
various means, and lived in tolerable repute, as a practiſing attorney 
till he quarrelled with the author hereo z who has fince expoſed hit 
in ſundry witty paragraphs, pointed epigrams, ſtinging repartees, 
tious verſes, biting epiſtles, humorous acrottics, ſharp ies, kee 
retorts, brilliant quibbles, and anonymous ſtanzas. | 

(b) Let Faulkney boaſt, &fc. ]—Geor e Faulkner, printer, bookſeller] 
and author of the Dublin Journal. He hath — 5 with the firſt wit 
of the preſent age in great credit, and upon a footing of much intimai 
Cy and kindneſs. He is well known to have been the particular frier 
of the Dean of St. Patrick's, and at this moment corretponds with tl 
Earl of Chefterfield, whoſe letters will be publiſhed b T bic immedi} 
ately after the demiſe of faid Earl. He was ſent to Newgate by th 
Houſe of Commons, in the year 7.38, for his ſteadineſs in prevari 
= in the cauſe of liberty; and ſworn an alderman of Dublin in th 

770: NN 

His Journal (to which he hath lately added a fourth column) is circ | 

all over Europe, and taken in A the coffee-houſes in Conſtantir 

pe beſides Bath, citol, Boſton, Tunbridge Wells, B hibelniſtonk 
—.— and Eyre- Connaught. In his — he bak — ay 
the proſperity and honour of his native country, by trenuoufl 

of whiſky, projecting cellars, holes made by digging for gag 


bigh roads, voiding of the cxctements in the public & 


— 


(3-1 
For law and wit we read your page, 


Which guides the courts and charms the ſtage. (c) 
The ermin'd ſages quote your Pleas, | 
And children liſp your roundelays. 


—— — — — ———— 


throwing of ſquibs, crackers, ſky-rockets, and bone · fires; by which ma- 
py lives are loſt, men, women, and children maimed ; fick perſons di- 
Farbed out of their fleep ; eyes burned out, and horſes ſtartled ; 
yecommending it to Archbiſhops, Dukes, Lords, Privy Counſellors, 
Generals, C ls, Field Officers, and Captains, to fall down preci- 


ts, in order to remove nuifances ; diſſuading all bloods, bucks, 
finarts, rapparees, and other ſuch infernal night-walkers, from com- 
mitting man- laughter upon pigs, hackney horles, watchmen's lantern's 
and other enormities : prophane curſing and ſwearing, and breaking the 
Sabbath, and the commandments ; exclaiming againſt the importation 
of potatoes, and adviſing to grow more corn; inciting to virtue by 
characters in his Journal, and calling upon the magiſtrates to do theic 
duty.—The Earl of Chefterfield compareth him unto Atticus a Roman 
Baronet, and ſundry other compliments. V. B. His nephew Todd, 
tontinueth to make the beſt brawn, and hath lately imported a large 
quantity of James's Powders, 

Beſides the great men above-mentioned, as Dean Swift and the 
Earl of Che id, who at preſent correſpond with the author hereof, 
de hath the moſt kind, affectionate, and complimentary letters from 
the celebrated Mr. Pope, of which the following underwritten Epiſtle 
a copy. 
| © To Mr. George Faulkner, Bookſeller, in Dublin. 

40 8 
I hear you have lately publiſhed an edition of Doctor Swift's 
Works: ſend it to me by the firſt o portuaity, and aſſure the Dean 
that I am ever, his ſincere and aff ſervant, 
| | « Alexander Pope.” 
Alſo the ing moſt friendly letter from the famous Mr. Wilkes, 
«SIR, 


« To Alderman Faulkner, Dublin. 


* As I have no further occafion for your Journal; I defire you will 
# diſcontinue ſending it to your humble ſervant, John Wilkes.” 
(e Which guides the courts and charms the flage. | —Howard hath 
pbliſhed Pleas oo the Exchequer Equity; Rules of Chancery; Al- 
yda, or the Rival Kings, a Tragedy; the Siege of Tamar, aud 
be Female Gameſter, in ipt. | | 


U » 


o 


ices, tumble into cellars, be overturned by rubbiſh thrown in the 


q 
| 


On Fancy's wing aloft you ſoar, 
| To praiſe Monroe, (d) and Letty Gore; 


Their 


(d) To praiſe Monroe. This hinteth unto the under-written ſtanzas 
of faid Howard, whereby he adviſeth and encourageth a painter to 

. ed in painting ſaid lady, and likewiſe publicly declareth, that be 

Picaſelf will be an adventurer, and will dare to undertake to compleat, | 


and alſo to finiſh the piece, b . partly -— hi whereby ' 
— is wor 


7 laid painter may be 
To certain nobleman, on being told be bad wiſhed 
— a celebrated beauty. _ 


Fond ſwain, I hear your wiſh is ſuch, 
Some painter ſhould on canvas touch, 
The beauties of Monroe ; 
4 —— the adventurer will dare, 
appy mixture to prepare, 
— chrnms od Hive: 


Yet by thoſe radiant beauties fir'd, 
And my ambitious muſe inſpir'd, 
Let me ſome hints ſupp: : 
To nature's ſtores then ſtraight reſort, 
Cull ev'ry tint, the goddeſs court, 
This piece to dignify. 
—Firſt, let the cheek with bluſhes glow, * 
Juſt as when & roſes blow, 
Gliſt' ning with morning dew ; 
| ö Contraſted with the virgin white, 
With which the lily 175 the ſight, 
Bend them in lovely hue. 
And truly then that cheek to grace, 
Upon her flowing treſſes place, 
e Cheſnut's auburn down ; 
Her lips you may in fort L 
By chernes ripe, yet ah *twere faint, 
Should them with her's be ſhewn. 
Next, let two eyes with luſtre gleam, 
Even as the fan's refleQed beam, 
Ts A wht ys of Bol 
it with dye illiant j 
Leth in milk be ſweetly ſet, 
Each. wand 'ring heart to take. 


for the picture a | 


Your clafſic pencil finely traces, 

The beauties of the S13TzR Graces; (f) 
When in an eaſy vein you tell us, 

Of Love's miſtake, and Venus jealous. 


His 


— — 


Let the web of lawn, 
Be o'er the virgin boſom drawn, 
As fair—yet cold as ſnow ; 
That love may thro” the veil eſpy, 
What elſe were more than 
Cou'd view and fafely know. 


But O to trace th' internal graces 
That beams divinely in her face, 
How vain the muſe would ſoar : 
If e'er celeſtial cherub came, 
To bleſs thy fight, in myſtic dream, 
Snatch thai the taſk is o'er, 

(e) Like embryos preſerved in wine.]—Embryos are young chil- 
dren which are not born, which — after they come into the 
world preſerve in ſpirits of wine in bottles. There is the fineſt collec- 
tion of theſe in the known world, in the College Anatomy-houſe, in 
Dublin; alſo many human of both ſexes in wax, in the fact 
of child-bearing, a dead ſhark, and an Egyptian mummy, as old as 
king Charlemaigne.—lt may be of great ſervice to families who are apt 
to — their children in bottles, to mention an accident which hap- 
ned by this means, to a perſon who was my particular acquaintance. 
Being taken in the night with a violent -ach, and wanting to 
ſwage it with brandy, or ſome hot liquor, he ſtarted out of bed in the 
dark, and ſeized a bottle which he found on the top of the chimney, 
| but being ſurprized to meet ſomething ſolid between his teeth, he cried 
out to his lady, who was aſleep by his fide, what's this in the bottle o- 
ver the chimney ? and was much concerned and to vomit, when 
ſhe replied, that it could be nothing elſe but poor little Dickey.—By 
burying them decently as ſoon as they are born, it may prevent their 
being drank, and other accidents to which bottled children are liable. 

(t) The beauties of the StusTEzx Graces. )—Three Miſs Montgo- 
meties, on whom Howard wrote the following ynder-written verſes 
printed in theſe notes. 


”; 


4 


191 
His ſire, his fortune to improve, 

To ſtudy law young Ovid drove, (g) 

He heeded nought but verſe and Love. 

The ſame thy vein ;—but happier you, 

Can make eſtates and verſes too; 


On the abſence and return of Tur THREE FAVOURITE SISTERS, 
Of late Love's Queen all in deſpair, 
Fled through each - —oy the air, 
Her y: 
To ſeek them, Maria's winged fon, 
From Pole to Pole with ſpeed had run, 
It was a buſtling day. 
Cupid, who had to earth been ſent, 
Return'd, with haſte and toil near ſpent, 
And vow'd he ſaw them there: 
That 'twas on fam'd Ierne's ſhore, 
Than which with beauties none ſhines more, 
On the tereſtrial ſphere. 
Straightway a troop of little Loves, 
Who tend their Queen where e er ſhe moves, 
3 in — eyes: * 
ew for the n whom, when they brought, 
Alack ! twas — the urchins caught, 
Hon 8 their — ſhone full to view, 
e Paphian Goddeſs jealous grew, 
She fear'd her future reign : 
Her boy ſhe chid for his miſtake, 
Nor would forgive, till he took back, 
The three to earth again, 
(g) Toa fludy law young Ovid drove. ]—Ovid, otherwiſe called Naſo, 
2 famous poet in the reign of Auguſtus. He wrote ſeveral books of 
Metamorphoſis, or the changing of one thing into another, Love Epit- 
tles, and Faſt Days: He was not called to the bar, nor ever practiſed 
as an attorney. For further particulars ſee his works, In Uſum Delphi- 
ni, printed and fold by me in Parliament - ſtreet. 


B In 


were 


L120 
In both you equally ſucceed, 
Reſiſtleſs when you ſing or plead ; 
Thus by the force of diff rent arts, 
; Men looſe their lands, and maids their hearts, 


—_—— 


— +. 


On how each breaſt with rapture glow'd, 

At your ſublime Pindaric Ode: (h) | 
With your applauſe the Garden rings, (i) 

When you deſcribe the beſt of Kings ; | 


All 
| — — * — — — 


(h) At your ſublime Pindaric Ode. — Howard wrote an Ode on his 
Majeſty's Birth-day, which much reſembleth Dryden's on the Feaſt of 
Alexander. I have conſulted ſundry of the beſt critics, judges, and 

niuſes ; Mr. Dexter, who keepeth the Four-Courts Marſhalſea; Mr. 

— attorney at law ; Mr. Croker; Ald. Emerſon, at the Spinning- 
wheel, Caſtle-ſtreet, and others; who all aſſure me they don't think 
Howard's Ode ſuperior to Dryden's. In my own opinion, Dryden's is 
preferable.—PFor inſtance, the 2 2 equal if not ſuperior ta 
= of the aforeſaid Poct u, or of Swift, Pope, Pindar, Plutarch or C, 


I. 

Celeſtial maids deſcend and fing, 

With rapture touch the trembling ſtring ; 

To hail the fun of this auſpicious morn, 

On which the Star of Britain's iſle was born, 
II. 

While conquerors joy in din of arms, 

And ſhake the Globe with dire alarms ; 


Great GezoxGe's glory is to be 
'The beſt, the Father of the free, 


III. 
When death ſhall hlot out every name, 
And time ſhall break the Trump of fame: 
When tongues ſhall ceaſe, and worlds conſume, 
Thy fame mall laſt, thy glories bloom. 


(i) With your applauſe the Garden rings.]—The Garden, commonly 
called the New-Gardens, or Dr. Bartholomew Mois's Gardens. They 


__— 


3 
All hearts to loyalty you tune, (k) a 
"Till Jacobites turn Whigs in June ! (I) f 
Well Bartlemon (m) you may take pride in 
A bard who ſoars above old Dryden; (n) 


— 


were opened in the year 1757. and an hoſpital erected for lying- in wo- 
men. Tis an excellent charity, and a ſtately edifice.— This note was ſent 
me by an ingenious friend, who defires his name may not be made public. 

(k) All hearts to loyalty you tune. — The people of Ireland are re- 
markable for a great deal — and thick legs: as a proof of this, 
the Government goes in their coaches * 4th of November round 
the ſtatute of his Majeſty King George II. at Stephen's-green, in honour 
of King William III. who hath one of his own in College-green, of 
glorious and immortal memory, whom God long preſerve. 

(1) Facebites turn Whigs in June. The furious blind rank ſtick - 
lers for the Houſe of Stuart, were called Jacobites, becauſe they ab- 
horred, deteſted, and diſliked King William IId, of glorious and im- 
mortal memory. I knew a Jacobite of great learning, parts and eru- 
dition, who was found ſmothered alive 1a the Black- at Calcutta, 
with my Journal in his fob. | 

(m) Bartlemon.]—A celebrated muſician, who playeth upon the fid- 
dle at the New- Gardens, or Doctor Bartholomew Mofs's Gardens, 
He ſet Howard's ode to muſic, on the birth- day of his Majeſty George 
III. whom God long preſere. Vivat Rex. 

(n) A bard who ſoars above old Dryden.] — John Dryden, a poet, who 
was well known in the reign of Charles II. He was born of a gemtle- 
man's tamily in Northamptonſhire. In order to give his Countrymen of 
Ireland fome more intimate knowledge of him, (no author's works hav- 
ing a better tale at my ſhop in Parliament-ſtreet) I undertook a journey 
to London, to colle& materials for his life ; but after remaining there 
three months for this purpoſe, I could only learn that he was accuſtom- 
ed to fit in a big chair among the wits at Button's; and this my friends 
telling me not being ſufficient for a life of ſaid poet, I accordingly diſ- 
continued it. 

I alſo begun a life of the Dean of St. Patrick's, in a ſtyle which was 
much admired and equal to the fine ſimplicity of the Greeks, and the 
Dean himſelf, which I begun in this manner. © Dean Swift was a 
„% man who had wax in his ears.“ I am in poſſeſſion of many other 
anecdotes, known to no perſon now living, and when they are com- 


— va be publiſhed by me and my executors in Parliament- 
4 6 | 


-— 


B 2 For 


[ 12 ] 

For who that Howard's Ode can taſte, 
Will reliſh Alexander's Feaſt ? 

| Shou'd fooliſh George attempt to turn all 
Your works to burleſque, in his Journal, 
You'll make him of your wit the butt, 
And prove a deadlier foe than Foote. (o) 
For tho good-natur'd all your life, 
Averſe to calumny and ftrife, 

Yet Satire's ſting you can impart, 

Tho oft good-nature hides the dart: 


(o) And prove a deadlier foe than Foote.) Samuel Foote, Eſq; ma- 
of the Theatre Royal in the Hay-markez, London. He expoſed 
Alderman Faulkner, under the name of Peter Paragraph, in one 
of his pieces, acted upon Smock-Alley ſtage in Dublin. He was 
282 for — — Mr. F —— and tried before Mr. — 
inſon, who invei very eloquent| inſt ftage-players, a 
faid he might be — Yoo as — 4 hill, brought 
under the head of nuiſances.— The learned council tor the proſecutor, 
alſo compared him unto Ariſtophanes, and the alderinan unto Socrates ; 
adding alſo, that Socrates was not the worſe for the compariſon. 
The play-houſe would bave run with blood on this occaſion, and many 
ſwords would have been drawn, had not Mr. Faulkner prevailed on his 
friends (who were preſent every night of the nce) to hear 
the piece out, ad let him mc th remedy by law ; to which they ve- 
ry obligingly conſented. ——. B. Said Foote hath with impunity ex- 
ſed upon the ſlage, ſome of the greateſt men, and greateſt wits now 
— ſuch as the late duke of Newcaftle, Mr. Glover, the late Al- 
derman Beckford, Mr. Langford the auctioncer, Mr. Peter Taylor, and 
the rev. Mr. Whitfield. He loſt his leg by a providential fall from his 
horſe, in company with his late royal highneſs the duke of York, at 
the ſeat of the Earl of Mexborough. He was taken up much bruiſed, 
gad the amputation was performed by Surgeon Bromkeld. 


_— 


j 


L #8 3 
On thiſtles thus ſoft down we ſpy, 
Yet underneath ſharp prickles lie. 
In vain the Freeman aid ſhall bring, 
« You're not a bee without a ſting ;” (p) 
Tho wiſely ev'ry ſweet you cull, 
Of which your apothegms are full. (q) 
You prove what riches tillage yields, (r) 
And ſmiling plenty crowns our ficlds ; 


Sure 


( p) « You're not a bee without a fling.” ]—There is a peculiar feli- 
city (as I am told) in this compariſon ot Howard unto a bee, although 
the Epiſtle fayeth that he is not a bee,” for whereas a bee never 
reſteth upon one bud or flower, but flyeth about in wandering and un- 
certain angles, from ſhrub to ſhrub, and from Hollyhock to poppy, and 
never is content until his bags be filled : ſo Howard hath amaſſed an am- 
fortune by different occupations ; and alſo hath compleated a vo- 
ume of apothegms, from the divers rich ſpoils of learning which be 
hath happened to encounter in his poring over books, many of which 
he hath had acceſs to in my ſhop in Parliament-ftreet. 

(q) Of which your apothegms are full. Some of the greateſt geni 
uſes of antiquity, and the moderns, have taken particular delight in 
collecting all the wiſe fayings, and brilliant proverbs of the cute ob- 
ſervers upon men, manners, and thingz—an excellent collection of this 
fort is to be found in one of the laſt pages of Boyer's French Gentle- 
man's Grammar. But I am informed that the Lord Bacon, Baron Ve- 
rulam, Viſcount St. Albins, and Plutarch, have been more induttrious 
in this way than any of their cotemporaries, the moderns. Howard, 
in imitation of theſe fupernatural wits, is alſo the author of a compi- 
lation of an octavo volume, under the title of Howard's Apothe 
collected from Bacon, Plutarch, Sir John Fielding, Julius — The 
Wit's Vade Mecum, Solon, a Chriſtmas Box for Young Ladies, Tay- 
lor's Holy Living and Dying, and the Buck's Companion. 

(r) You prove what riches tillage yields.]—Howard is the author of 
ſeveral letters, figned Agricola, recommending tillage. I printed them 
without any expence to the author, before our quarrel, but have fince 
declined it. , hath taken moſt of his hints from my paragraphs, 
and endeavoured to imitate my ftyle and ſpirit ; but my friends tell me 


— * 


" horſes, this barbarous, horrid, attrocious, 


- 4 * 
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4. 4 2 
Sure all who read you muſt allow, 

You write as if you held the plough. 

You prove by ploughs the kingdom's fed, (1) 
That pictures cannot ſerve for bread : 

From whence 'tis plain this lazy nation, 
Owes to your pen its preſervation. 


My muſe the Architect now greets, 
Whoſe lofty domes adorn our ſtreets; (s) 
| 


(1) You prove by ploughs the 7 ; — fed. ]—Ploughs, an inftrument 
for turning up the earth, were firſt invented by Triptolemus, a near re- 
lation of the Goddeſs Ceres, and afterwards much improved by Mr. 
John Wynne Baker, of the Dublin Society.—The Iriſh formerly 
ploughed by the tail with bullocks ; but upon Dr. Swift's voyage to 
the 2 being publiſhed, and his 275 ſo much in praiſe of 

Rocking, deteſtable, cruel, 
nefarious cuſtom was aboliſhed by act of parliament. See an Abridg- 
ment of the Iriſh Statutes, fold by me in Parliament-ſtreet. 

(s) W * lofty domes adorn our ſtreets. Howard owneth many 
houſes in Parliament-ftreet. I built my own houſe myſelf, Howard 
having nothing to ſay to it, nor ſhall ever come within my doors, unleſs 
it be to pay for advertiſements in my Journal, or to buy medicines 
of my nephew Todd.—It may be worth while to mention a very enter- 
raining anecdote (for the ſatisfaction of the curious) relating thereunto: 
When my houſe was building I happened to be out of the way one 
morning, penning an advertiſement for an agreeable companion to pay 
half the expence of a poſt-chaiſe, to ſee that ſtupendous curioſity of 
nature, the Giant's Cauſeway, about which it is ſtill a doubt amongſt 
the learned, whether it be done in the common way by giants, or whe- 
ther it be an effort of ſpontaneous nature, and my houſe was erected 
without any ſtair-caſe ; whereby the upper ſtories were rendered uſe- 
le, unden by the communication of a ladder placed in the ſtreet. 
Fu n ing my misfortune in wanting my member, and the 
careietnets of hagkney coachmen, who drive furiouſly through the 
rene n alt bourt, in a ic of drunknefs from ſpiritous hquors, 

. whereby 


[ 1s J 
Who, Vanburg like, claims double bays, (t) = 


For piling ſtones, and writing plays. 

Your (kill inſtructs Gymnaſtic ſchools, (u) 

And Carte and Tierce reduc'd to rules, 

Prove you the firſt of mortal men, 

To poiſe a ſword, or point a pen, 

New light on ev'ry art you ſtrike, ; 
And matchleſs thine in all alike ; 


For 


— 


whereby the ladder might be ſhook or thrown down when I was aſcend- 
ing it, I thought it better to re-build my houſe, and it has at preſent a 
ſtair-caſe, by which there is a convenient and elegant communication 
between all parts of faid tenement.—It is ſomewhat remarkable that 
my houſe in Efſex-ſtreet had no ftair-caſe, whereby nature ſeemeth to 
point out, that haying but one leg, I ought not to attempt climbing, 
and ſhould always remain an the ground floor. 

(t) Who, Vanburg like, &c.]—Sir — Vanburg. He was a great 
poet and architect. I was not perſonally acquainted with him any far- 
ther than printing his works, becauſe he died before my time. Bei 
— 2 in the Baſtile, and having no light, nor pen or ink allow 
him, he amuſed himſelf with drawing Toon plans of the Baſtile, 
which he hath ſince introduced into many buildings with great ſucceſs, 
particularly Blenheim, which much reſembleth t Baſtile. 

(u) Your fhill inſtructs Gymnaſtic ſchoolt.— Howard wrote a treatiſe 
on fencing, and is accounted an expert ſwordſman.—He declined ac- 
 cepting a challenge which I fent him to fight my nephew Todd, (in 
the way of proxy) at the Fifteen Acres, with piſtols. I could not 
fight myſelf, becauſe I am pledged to the public for my Journal, three 
times a week, and have the care of the city upon me in my capacity 
of an alderman. My nephew was at firſt unwilling to accept the com- 
bat, but upon my promiſing to leave him the Journal after my death, 
and making him take two ſpoonfuls of his own Elixir Vitæ, he at laſt 
conſented. This medicine is only imported by him, and is excellent 
for preventing accidents by ſudden death and megrims : It alſo cureth 
ll mortal wounds, by gun- ſuot and other miſſive weapons. 


— * — 
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Fl 


. For whocan tell if moſt you're ſkill'd in 
Te pen, the plough, the ſword, or building? 


. 4 


( 16 ] 


' A puny author may diſcloſe 


Some {kill in rhyme, but none in proſe ; 


In proſe another ſhews his wit, 
Who can't a ſingle ſtanza hit: 


| 


| | 


: 
: 


ſenteth the loyal city of Lo in 


lake; to attempt to deſcribe it would require the ableſt pen 


Your foes unwillingly confeſs, 


In both you equal {kill poſſeſs. (v) 
a On 


1 „ — 


(v) In bath you equal till poſſeſs, )—This, I conceive, alludeth to the 
following under-written letter of Mr. Howard's, from Killarney, with 
the ſignature of PunLIcoLa, with a deſcription, and likewiſe a com- 

Hon of the Giant's Cauſeway, whereunto he ſubjoineth an inſcription 
the tomb-ſtone of Dr. Averel, biſhop of Limerick, and uncle to the 
right hon. Francis Andrews, Provoſt of Trinity-College, Dublin, who 
liament.—N. B. That 


county of Kerry, It 


is a ſmal 


village of that name in t 


| is a market town, but doth not ſend two members to parliament, as 
moſt other boroughs do. It is part of the eſtate of Lord Viſcount Ken» 


ware, who hath torfeited his titſe, he being a Catholic nobleman, al- 
though very hoſpitable, and keepeth a mott plentiful table, furniſhed 
with all the varieties the ſeaſon affords. I alſo had the honour to dine 
with him when I journeyed into theſe parts, to ſee the beauties of this 
wonderous lake. 


To the Printer of the Dusrin Mzxcvuay. 

Sin, Killarney, Sept. 26th, 1771. 
Derr 
ot the an- 
tient poets, or, of modern poets, the famous painter of Killarney, 
wheretore, I ſhall never 2 it: —yet — all the beau- 
ties of the lake, I cannot think it, as a curioſity, equal to the Giant's 


Cane way; I have ſeen both, I never faw any thing LiKE the firſt, 


nor any thing EQuAL to the latter; this diſtinction is agreed to by all I 
have mentioned it to. But alas! this lake has been the death of a man, 


for whom the whole *** 


( +4 ] 
On a true mirrour's poliſ d fac, 
All objects thus we plaigly trac ec. 

3 


* * . * 
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rick, Dr. Averel, our coumtyman: To ſum up all as I can. 
I heard the people of Limerick, (where I was ſhortly after his death} 
ſay, that there has not been ſuch a biſhop fince the dime af the yo 
tles ; that the Romiſh clergy faid, they ſhould not wonder, had he lived 
any time, if they had loſt many of their flocks. —W hat obligations then 
are due to our Lord Lieutenant, for having appointed ſuch a man their 
paſtor, for though Heaven has pleaſed to take him away, his ſucceſſor 
will hear ſo much of him, that he cannot but endeavour to imitate 
him? I hear this acknowledged by ſeveral, as alſo for his concurrence 
in 2 that well known friend to his country, and their city, 
eſpecially, ſpeaket: ſtomi theſe and many other lie inſtances: of hag 
impartial conduRt, it is wiſhed that we may never loſe him and eve» 
ry he the advantage of a reſident Viceroy becomes more and mate 
manifeſt ; that froni this new mode of government, there is fat more 
likelihood that merit will be rewarded, proper perſons appointed to oſ- 

4 hces, and the laws ſupported and executed. A gentleman of your ci 
happening to be at Limerick, ſhortly after the interment of the biſhop, 
and hearing the prodigious great character of him from all perſons 
wrote the joliowing lines, extempore, as an _—_ for a monument; 
UBLICOLA 


Beneath this marble ſtone weep, mankind' weep, 
Averel, your friend lies wrapp'd in endleſs ſleep 
Who, for the poor alone, did fortune crave, - | - 
ev deem'd himfelf but 2 in that * 
rom whom, the. pray'r of want, or Þ 5 * 
\ ** did un * or — goe: nn 
| is mournful flock to their bleſs * praiſe, 
. 
Before our quarrel, Howard wrote the following Epitaph on me, 
which had we continued friends, | ſhould not have been forry to ſeg 
put upon my Tombſtone, which | now accordingly publiſh, that my 
triends may ſee what an opinion Howard once entertained of me. 


An Epitaph en George Faulkner. 


Beneath this Stone lies ſet 
An Earthly Light, 
Faulkner. 
To tell you what be was 
Would be to tell the World 
There was a Sun and Moon. 


C 


0 
: 
| 
| 
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||, But if in ſpots the Magc'v lie, 
A broken image meets the eye. 


_ 


- ©- . 


O Howard! is it not ſurprizing, 

Vour wit alone ſhould flop your riſing ! 

N Elſe on the bench you might be thruſt, 
Tho flow as ſnail, that crawls thro' duft, 

By ſelf-conceit you might advance, 

As quickſilver makes puddings dance. (w) 

From men of ſenſe fools win the day, 

As horſes fly, when aſſes bray. 

| O ſons of Dulneſs! bleſe d by fate ! 

| Fitteſt for law, for church, and ſtate; 

| Your parent's influence prevails, 

ff A Tif- 


— — — — — nn . — 
| | 


But from this Star 
1 Such Rays divine diverg d 
| Ra 4 » Friendſhip, Love, 


who ſaw admit d. 
Oou granny ber hd? 


day | . 


| As quickfilver makes puddings dance.]—Nothi: enter- 
= 288 1 — 
' 17h by means of quickfilyer inferted, 
y of 


— — = — — 


— 
*% 
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[ 19 ] 
A Tiſdall's depth, (x) a 'Townſhend's wit 
Is not for plodding buſineſs fit; | 
An Eagle's wings were form'd for flight, 
A Gooſe's furniſh quills—to write, 


Id alſo fing, if I were able, 
Your generous wine, and feſtive table; 
Where all thoſe wits in crowds aſſemble, 
Who make the vile Committee tremble : 
There, Donough's humour mirth provokes, (y) 
While all admire his Attic jokes, (z) 
Tho' oft to prove his taſte the beſt, 
He laughs alone at his own jeſt : 
Then boaſts how once his patron roſe, 
And told the ſtory of Tux E Crows ; 


(x) 4 Tiſdall's depth.]—The right hon. Philip Tiſdall, Attorney- 


(y) There Donough's humour mirth provekes.]—The revd. Doctor 
Dennis, chaplain to the Lord Lieutenant of ; author of many 
ingenious pieces. . 

(z) While all admire his Attic jokes.]J—The people of Attica were 
remarkable for the goodneſs of their jokes, and for having the beſt 
ſalt for preſerving meat for foreign importation ; by which means t 

x underſold all their neighbours in the article of falt provifions. Ih 


this may be a timely warning to this „ undone, infatuated coun- 
try.— Attica was called the Corke Greece. 


C2 Which 4 


, 


* 1 20 ] 
(/ Which bel infort, with meet apology, ,. 
in his new Syſtem of Chronology ; (a) 
| And after mending Newton's errors, (b) 
St. Audeon's-Arch he'll. fill with terrors. 
|: The Caſtle tribe aloud confeſs, (o) 
ff Him great Alcides of the preſs, 
| ! Like that immortal hero known, 
For fathering labours not bien. 


4 NODE | 
| . * . 
| B—w—s, in epigram ſo ſmart, (d) - 
th _ 
{ — | — 

* 

(a) In his new Syſlem of Cbhronolagy.] Doctor Dennis is at 
. in digeſting a new ſyſtem of Chronology, under the title of 
| Chronological and Hiſtorical Diſſertations; which I ſhall. be glad to 
+ print and tell at my ſhop in Parliament-ftreer. | 


|  (b) And after mending Newton's errors.]—Sir Iſaac Newton. He 
| Vas mad a knight by Queen Anne, and maſter of the mint, a place 


worth 1ooel. yearly. He was reckoned a good ma ian, and 
was very fond of looking through teleſcopes. 3 | 
"8 (c) The Caſtle tribe aloud % i alludeth to the DoQor's 
| being the ſuppoſed author of ail the political pieces which appear in 
\' the Mercury. | 
(d) B- in epigram ſo t. Doctor Burrows during the ad- 
miniſtration of the Earl of Hertford, maintained the government by 
many ingenious pieces, particularly witty epigrams, for which he hat 
a peculiar facility. I have ſelected one, which was the moſt admired 
by the belt judges, as a ſpecimen of the Doctor's abilities. 
W hat ! ſweet Miſs Meredith of Cheſter, 
Eſpous'd to Alderman Trecothic ! 
That ſtupid cii—but what poſſeſs'd her, 
To chuſe an animal fo gothic: 
Some demon ſure her mind miſled, 
To make a choice, ſo void of reaſon ; 
Elſe what cou'd tenipt the girl to wed, 
rg A wretch who ſoon, muſt ſwing for treaſon. 
SS I | ww 


— — — - . 


1 
Till griping H—rt—d broke his heart, (e)) 
Now deals in Hebrew roots profound, 

And only treads prophetic: ground; 

Jerus lem Artichoke ſupplies, 
"Thoſe viſions that made Daniel wiſe. 

The Doctor proves to all the nation, 

No myſtrys couch d in Revelation. 

Till every goffip can explain, 

What ſage di vines explore in vain. 

No juggler ever play d ſuch tricks, 

As he with John's ſeven candleſticks, 

By whoſe myſterious lights are ſpied, 

Wicklow's Seven Churches typified. 


9 


Another one. 
A gooſe in the oven ! no, fir, tis a ſlander, 
As ſome, who diſcover'd the fact can declare, 
For it was not a gooſe, but you a poor gander, 
(As fools will be peeping) who thruſt your head there. 

(e) 'Till griping . broke his heart. — Some of my molt ſa- 
miliar and intimate critics and geniuſes is of opinion, that the poet 
meaneth gripping Hertford, that it ought therefore to be ſpelled 
with a double p. But I candidly and totally differ from them, and pro- 
ſecute my own opinion, in maiataining that it implyeth, that his Ex- 
cellency the faid Earl of Hertford, was grievoully afflicted with vari- 
ous diforders of the gripes, brought upon him by windy flatulengcies 
mortal dry belly-achs, and other pinching ſickneſſes of the guts, ducing 
the time he preſided over the chiet government of this his native coun- 
try ; and that this was the whole tote of his caſe is notoriouſly known) 
to every human creature, man, woman, or children, whether in the! 
Laſtle, in the city, or the ſuburbs of Dublin, 


1 
160 
Mt 


: 
1 
1 


| 


' 


- 
| % 
: 


poet, philoſopher, and patriot. 


{ 22 J 

Next maudlin B—ke, (F) whoſe novels pleaſe, 
Like fome old dotert's rovertes 
Without beginning, middle, ending, 
To utile or dulce tending. . 

With equal art, his genius pliant, 
Can drain a bog, or quel: a gion. 
Whilſt one hand wounds each venal brother, 
He for a bribe extends the other. 


7 


2 — 1 — 


(f) Next maudlin B—he, 9 Brooke, Eſq; an excellent 

hath for ſome time retired to his 
country ſeat in the — Jad Allen, where he is ing on great im- 
provements, in laying the country under water, and ſearching for hid- 
den treaſures in the ttom of lakes, ponds, marſhes, floughs, and other 
navigable rivers. He publiſhed a famous Novel, called, The Fool of 
Quality, which is ſold in ſeparate volumes, or together, at my ſhop 
in Parhament-ſtreet. There is fo much variety in this piece, that the 
beſt judges agree, tis indifferent at what you begin to read it, be- 
ing beautifully interſperſed with ſtories of , trouts, foreign birds, 
and Indian princeſſes. The Earl of Cheſterfield, as a of his. 
eſteem for his fine tallents, made him a barrack-maſter. He is a true 
friend to the religion of his country, and hath written many excellent 
traQts in defence of P „and the Proteſtant perſuaſion. He wrote 
a ballad o ra, called, Jack the Giant Queller, being a fatire upon the 
Lords Julbces of Ireland, which was accordingly torbid to be repre- 
ſeared. The excellent Page of Guſtavus was alſo ſtopped for the 
fame reaſon, by the Lord Chamberlain, being a noble incirement to 
ſedition, in the cauſe of liberty. He was at hrſt the conductor of the 
Free-Preſs, which truſt he executed with great integrity, taking divers 
fums of =" from ſeveral public officers, to prevent their being ſa- 


nirized in ſaĩd Journal; which he did with great integrity. This Jour- 
nal is —_ univerſally circulated and admired as mine, — it 
containeth not ſuch a variety of ——_ particulars, intelligence 
from foreign courts, the Tranſit of Venus, high water at Dublin-bar, 
aſlize of bread, failing and return of packets, birchs, deaths, and mar- 


riages ; not to mention curious queries, and ingenious paragraphs. = 
| | Your 


| 


( 23 ] 
Your charaQer's worth juſt fo much, 
As you afford, and he ean touch: 
With ev'ry virtue he abounds, 
Who tips the patriot fifty pounds; 
Gold works ſtrange wonders in his eyes, 
Makes cowards brave, and dunces wiſe. 
Like Swiſs, his hireling muſe engages, 
On any fide that pays beſt wages; 
One while ſtaunch friend to Martin Luther, (g) 
He finds pure light and goſpel truth there; 
Then thro' the realm makes proclamation, 
For Papery, Prieſts, and Toleration. 
He firſt with many a fair pretence, 
To public ſpirit, truth, and ſenſe, 


WI while flaunch 


friend to Martin n c 
— 2 2 — He underſtood Italian, 
— other antient languages. elled with the of 

about — => -burch ceremonies. Henry 
Ie of Clonſert and Kilmac- 
duagh, in the county of 22 "id King reps and pub- 
liſhed a virulent libel agai King. plied with much 
wit and humour, for hich the Po im a fine Province 
Roſe for a Noſegay, and called him — — 
Nicholas Luther, who liveth at the fign of the Mitre and Punch 
Bowl, in Martia's-lane, is deſcended from faid Martio Luther. 


Hatch'd 


—— — — ood — 
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Hatcbrd that diſgrace to law and reaſon 
That maſs of ſlander, 'dulnefs, treaſon; 
That Journal which-the:Atch produces, (h) 
For fingeing foul, or vilef ufs 
How chang from him whoſe-noble rage, 
Brought great Guſtavus to the ſtage, 
—— Pareto gab hrths," - 
— ˙—1W might aduiles'”: 

Now Metius fate atid his are one, - : 

By all he's torn, that's true to none. 


me with colleg duſt befprent, [2 
There mingles to give malice vent, LE 


h r 2 | 44 — — 511 
| il f (h) That Jour nal which the Arch prequces. ]--The'Freeman's Jour- 
mul is printed at St. Audeon's Arch, in old Bridge-ltreet, Dublin, where 


5 cContrary to law, there is no Printer, nor a rſon who anſwer- 17 
Seth queſtions, but an old woman who 1s 1— mb. The | nm tp anec- 
tleman came ta his 


doze happened once to the Printer hereof, A gen 
ſhop whom he had put amongſt the depths in his Journal the day be- 
fore, apd was much enraged to find hiniſelf dead, as it occaſioned tome 
: -<onfuſion by thoſe who were-in his debt co to demand what was 
due to them, whereupon the author hereof acted in this manner, Sir, 
faid I, tis impoſſible for me to teRwhether you be alive or dead, but 
Pm ſure I gave you a very good chatacter in my Journal. The gentle- 
man was ſo pleaſed with the repartee, that he laid aut thirteen ſhillings 
and four-pence halfpenny betore he:left my former ſhop in Efſex-ftreer. 
(i): Macro, with college duſt. beſprent./— We have not been able to 
diſcover whom the author intendeth to deſcribe in theſe verſes ; but 
ſome ingenious friends conjeRure that it is ſome rev. gentleman, who 


padexſtangeth many languages, and keepeth a play-houſe Miſs, 


Various 


— xp ů 4-4 ³ð 


[ 25 J 
With various tongues thick ſet as fame, 
And ev'ry tongue diſpos d to blame. 
In ſtudious Macro may be ſeen, 
The copious Polyglot of ſpleen : 
He ſearches old and modern lore, 
To learn to hate his neighbour more; 
Fond of men's follies and their vices, 
As beggar of his ſores and lice is; 
With eyes like fox, and mouth like ſhark, 


That ſeems lefs form d to ſpeak than bark. 


Let others while their bowls they quaff, 


In ſhort ſhrill ſhricks of fiend-like glee, | 
He proves his riſibility. 

His knowledge, like a treacherous beacon 
Holds out falſe lights to the miſtaken, 
And when they wander from their way, 
Humanely leads them more aftray. 
Yet Macro, whoſe peculiar pride 
Is to expoſe a friend's blind fide, 
D 


Diſtend their lungs with heart-felt laugh ; 


1 2 


12 
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| 
? 
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f 


[6 } 


] Canto more glaring folly toop : . 
Hlimſelf a bankrupt player's dupe. 


There baſhful B——---n once was ſeen, 


| Miſtaking dulneſs for the ſpleen ; 
{| Whoſays, unſays, agrees, diſputes, 
And his own arguments confutes. 


How eloquent in ſhrugs and ſighs! 
In uplift hands, and winking eyes! 


Wust ſupplications, what contorſions! 


His words half form'd, his thoughts abortions ! 


|} Such wriggling, graſping, pawing, leering, 
Tou know not if its praiſe, or ſneering. 
| Such ſudden tops, and circumfleQions; 
|| Such prefacings, and interjeQions, 
I! | With ah, good Heaven,” and - oh, my God, fr; 
| | Tm wrong, I own, L kiß the rod, fir ; | 

l | There's weight and ſenſe in all you utter 

'F — Mere prologues to an egg and butter ; 


That 


127 J 
Some antic Scaramouch you'd ſwear him. 
Yet underneath that form uncouth, 
Dwell candor, genius, ſenſe and truth; 
And no diſtortion can they find, 
Who view thee only in thy mind. 


But oh, what power more dull than ſleep, 
Does o'er my torpid ſenſes creep? 
Does Morpheus ſhed his poppies round ? 
Do freſh-pluck'd cowſlips ſtrew the ground? 
Do harps Æolian lull my ear? 

Are drones of Scottiſh bagpipes near ? 

Do beetles wind their drowſy horn? 

Are gales from ſwampy Holland born ? 

In vain with ſnuff my noſe I ply, 

In vain the power of ſalts I try, 

I yawn--- I nod—for Cl-—ke is nigh. (k) 

D 2 | Let 


0 I yawn—l ned—for Cl——hke is nigh.]—The rev. Dr. Clarke, 
Vice-Provoſt of Trinity-College, Dublin. He hath a very fine taſte 
for poetry, whic 
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On 


[ 28 ] 
| Let miſts and fogs inveſt my head, 
1 Let all the fathers pen'd be read, | 
Ba B--—at recite his ſpeech, (1) 

i F-—ns plead, or Garnet preach ; (m) 
Set mayor and aldermen before me, 
Bid everlaſting C-—1l bore me, 
Tell o er again a thrice told tale, 
Drench me with Port or ropy ale, 


— a - — 


Þ On a s forgetti her riding hat. Written by the rev. Dr. CL—-xt 
| [ ned — FV. — of Trinity-College. . 


| 
1 
1 


J. 
Fair Anna had no heart to give, 
So left her head behind, 
Bright Min on whoſe ſmiles I live, 
Was not by half ſo kind. 


And both ſhe took _ 
And with her carried all ſhe caught, 
 Taart's all THAT gaz'd THAT day. 


| , 
: Both head and heart ſhe with her brought, 
III. 
if Ye nymphs that o'er nine wells 0 
1 Initruct the willing fair, 
| To give their hearts, whate'er betide, 


And hands when they come here. 


IV. 
| So when we ſee St. John's great eve 
The fires that _ do move, r 
Shall each inſtruct us to recive 
A hand and heart that glow with love. 


(1) Bid B—nt recite his ſpeech.— The Earl of B—t, Knight 
of the Bath; famous for his eloquence and perſonal accompliſhments. 
[m) — plead, or Garnet 8 John Fitz—s 
Doctor Garnet, ine of Clogher e wrote an excellent Para- 
hraſe on the Book of n whole 3 may be found at my 
p in Pacliament-ftreer. 


. 


— 
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* u. Say; 


1 29 
Be opium mingled with my drink, "ll 


: 
9 


My hands ſhan't fold, nor eye-lids wink: 
But theſe vain boaſts avail not now, 
More pond'rous Cl-—ke to thee I bow. 5 
When wilt thou eaſe the groaning town, 

Thou old caſt troop horſe of the gown ? 

What haſt thou with the world to da, 
Or what the world to ſay to you? 


Thou can ſt not now in amorous glee, 


Write madrigals to fifty-three, (n) 
And 


: ”= = & = * „ 9 


(n) Mrite mation to fifty three. Various are the conjeQures 
of the learned on > al? Mr. Kavanagh is of opinion, that it 
alludeth unto the political difputes which raged in year fiſty- 
three; in which the Doctor may be ſuppoſed to have wrote — 7 
to appeaſe the minds of the people. y nephew Todd inclineth to 
believe, that ſomething is iatended which he can't diſcover. For my 
own part, I opine, that it only referreth to the age of the lady, who 
had attained her fifty-third year. It certainly is not very genteel to 
ridicule this paſſion, which is properly called all- 22 to ſhew that 
it ſpareth neither age nor condition, ſtation nor dignity ; not to menti- 
on the example of Anacreon, who was choaked with a grape - ſtone 
drinking the th of his miſtreſs, at the age of four - ſcore: I am my 
ſelf this inſtant a captive to the charms of a lady who has paſſed h 
grand climaQteric, and have addreſſed many ſonnets to her, in a ſtyle 
no leſs tender than the DoQor's, one of which, the moſt admired b 
my friends, I have ſelected, and venture to publiſh, as a proof of m 
palſion, and a ſpecimen of my poetical endowments. 

To the Widow re 


Soft relict whoſe enchanting charms, 
My captive heart — ; 

Whoſe frown congeals, whoſe kindneſs warms, 
Like honey mix'd with gall. 


30 


| Which Chriſtmas bell-man would diſclaim. 
| Nor enn thou now in fiene ri, 

| Pen Jacobite addreſs again ; 

And ſcandalizing Alma Mater, (o) 

Of right divine in monarchs chatter 
Nor can'ſt thou on extortion bent, 

| Raiſe inſurrections and thy rent. (p) 


— 


In. II. 
os Say. when the nauſeous dra take, 
1 On Faulkner will you — * 
. And for thy own dear lover's fake ; 
| \ His health in your drink. 
| II. 
Diſcharge, bright maid, the foul contents, 
i That now your ftomach bind; 
| '4 But oh! be ſure, at all events; 
5 


Leave Love and gp behind. 


j $0 when in fieve, well pierced with holes, 
Where dregz of . do reſt, 
4 With ſhaking nought remains but coals, 
wo. To warm the riddler's breaſt. 


|: (os) And ſcardalizing Alma Mater.) —Mater, as may be found in 

| Linetoa's Dictionary, is Latin for mother. My nephew Todd is of 

| that the Doctor muſt 3 had ond rel — is mother: 

| | for my own part, how unwilli to find fault with my 
author, I cannot but agree with Mr. de and other 1 
1 that it were better not to divul brangles. 

q | ge Ie rogers. fon, op — — , -» NR 

paſſed about ten years ago m the North of Ireland. The 

2 — —— unwilling, (for the benefit of the incumbent who was to 

b that his living ſhould be let at an under value, inſiſted 

| with his pariſhoners, who otfered him twelve hundred your early, to be paid 

bo + fourtcen ; which they thinking unreaſonable went to law, and reduced 

by | it to the ſum of 5ool. This was the firſt begianing of the inſurrection 

1 | called the Oak Boys in tae North of Irelaod. 


bl Then 


— —— — —— — 


«4 
Then buzz no more, thou reverend drone, 
But to thy kindred earth begone. 


What figure next confounds my fight, 
An Auſtrian Count, an Iriſh Knight! (q) 
With doleful phiz preſaging wonder, 

Much German pride and Iriſh blunder. (t) 


No 4 


— 


— — 4 


(g) An Iriſh Knight.]—There are ſeveral forts of Knights. 
Maita, * of the Garter, the Bath and Thiltle, Kaig 


Knights 
ights of the 


of 
Poſt, poor Knights of Windſor, Baronets and Batchelors, and the 


Knight of Kerry. The Author bereof was offered to be knighted in 
the Feld, by the Earl of Cheſterfield in the Caſtle: but conſidering that 
faid honour was to be conferred by the poſture of kneeling, which is 
impoſſible to the author hereof, by reaſon of his member, which he 
accordingly refuſed to accept, making divers acknowledgments for de- 
clining ſaid honour. This objection was near being removed by the 
ingenuity of my worthy friend a Sixth Clerk, who beſides his being a 
great ſcholar and critic, is alſo a moſt excellent mechanic, and contriv- 
ed a leg of cork, with a ſpring joint in the knee, and turniag out its 
toes as naturally as one made ot fleſh and blood, and in this leg l 
tiſed the poſture of knighthood by geneu-flexion, my friend holding a 
— ſword over my ſhoulder, but being too quick at the third re- 
1 to get up, after (aid friend had pronounced the 
words © rife up Sir — unfortunately ſnapped the ſpring, and 
fell on my chin to the ground, fo as to be much bruiſed, and would 
have been a fore, but 4 the uſe of a falve, which is fold by my ne- 
ew Todd, for bruiſes, mains, contuſions, diſlocations and other 
ratches, in Parliament-ſtreet. When the above leg is repaired, I 
opoſe accepting the order in it, which I am told his Aare the 
Low Viſcount Townſhend is willing to confer upon me in the fame 
manner as the Earl of Cheſterſield. 

(r) Much German pride and Iriſh blunder.) —The Germans are ſup- 
poſed in general to be a proud people: Julius Czfar, and Mr. Nugent, 
give them this character. The Iriſh are, very unjuſtly charged for a 
particular talent in blundering ; but it is well known, that no people 
expreſs themſelves in their native tongue, the Engliſh, with more per- 
ſpicuity and preciſion ; the Dean of St. Patrick's, who tho” born and bred 
in England, always declared himſelf, when fober, to be an Iriſhman. It 
will not, I hope, be conſidered as preſumption, that I add the authority 


9 — — — — — ——e— — — — 1 — — 
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( 32 J 
Wl No brain but his cou'd e' er contain | 
Stories ſo vapid, old and vain ; 5 
Ul So Plutarch tells of poiſon cold, 
Which aſſes hoof alone can hold. 
| Humour and mirth no more are found, 
| | For C-—--ll caſts a gloom around. 
| Lethargic dullneſs loads each eye, 
ö Ev'n dunces pleaſe, when C---—ll's by ! 
| | 'Thus, ſunſhine, ſparks from flint conceals, 
Which darkneſs of the night reveals. 
13 Pliny's learned page it's found, (s) 
| | That lightning cannnot ſea-calves wound; (t) 
— x — : 
Cadous to wit and pointed fatire. 


of my journal, which is confidered as a ſtandard of our ; where- 
as I have always conſulted the particular E22 of diction, and may 
de bold to challenge any author now extant, for ſuch a variety of tracts, 
vuritten in ſo unblemiſhed a purity, without any abbreviation of ter- 

{1 minations, and abounding in the beſt choſen epithets. 

(s) In Pliny's learned page, c. —Pliny wrote many books, and 
EY was killed by Mount Veſuvius falling upon his head, though he al- 
I ways wore a pillow faſtened to the top of his wig, to fave him from 

wet that accident. 

(t) That lightning cannot ſea-calves wound.)—An animal that ſel- 

dom appeareth on our fea-coaſts, unleſs to filkermen in the main 

Ocean. | 

Un- 


| 


( 


[ 33 J 
Unſatisfy'd with nonſenſe ſaid, 

He's now reſol Vd to read us dead, 

With pamphlets nauſeating he'll puke us, 
On Lord May'r's feaſts and Doctor Lucas (u) 


He 


2 : ti. * 


— 


(u) On Lord May'r's feaſts and Doctor Lucas. —A very remarkable 
apothecary, and member of parliament. He lived upon Ormond-quay, 
in Dublin, at the fign of Boyle's-Head, who was a famous druggiſt. 
He was baniſhed from Ireland by a vote of the Houſe of Commons, 
which confined him to Newgate. He returned to his native country 
by the ſpecial mercy of his Majefty, whom he hath always continued 
to oppole (for his ) in two parliaments, where he repreſenteth the 
city of Dublin. This gentleman unfortunately died between the diffe- 
rent editions of this work, which prevented that accident being men- 
tioned at firft. Being one of his conſtituents, and having a ſcart at his 
funeral, riding in my chariot, which I borrowed from one of the ſhe- 
riffs, when the greateſt peers and patriots walked on foot, I thought 
i my duty to celebrate his memory by the following - 4 Dirge, 
which I ſent to the Freeman's Journal, of Saturday Nov. 9g, 1771, 
which I knew it would pleaſe the DoQtor to have it inſerted in his ta- 
vourite paper, under the title of Corydon.— The reader will obſerve 
that I have taken notice of the miſerable, diſtreſſed, diſtracted ſym 
roms in which the Doctor has left the kingdom in general, no cocks 
crow ing night or morning, nor vidlets or primroſes blowing in our 
pleaſure gardens, the or having died when King William was 
born, it being the fourth of November, 1771. 


Sacred to the memory of Doctor Charles Lucas. 
I 


Come every Nymph and every Swain, 
Every Dryad of the Plain, 

Ye Naiads from your Streams emerge * 
Join me in the maurnful Dirge. 


Tune your Reeds to folemn ſound, 
With cypreſs ſtre the hallow'd ground, 
For ah! your faithful Corydon 
To the Elyſian fields is gone. 

III. 


See the primroſe droops it's head 
The violets fade, the daify's dead; 
Each flower in forrow dies away, 


The Kids and Lauibł ins ceaſe to play, 
= * N | 


( 34 ] 
He ſings of beggars blind and dark, 
For ſtanzas vile he racks his brain, 
And vainly mimicks Howard's ftrain ! 
He writes, he hobbles, bows, and leers, 
To gain a ſeat among the peers ; 
And ev'y abject art he tries, 
Io prove he's qualify d to riſe. 


ſound, | 
With m ſtrew the hallow'd ground, 
For ah 3 faithful Corydon 
_ To the Elyſian ſhades is gone. 


1 


(J, 


CW 1 
Ah, purblind knight! thy arts miſplac'd, 


Think better of a Townſhend's taſte : 
Fools only will ſuch praiſe aſſume, 


Mark with what caſe his brain creates 


Speeches ne er ſpoke, miſcall'd Debates, 
Till at the goddeſs Dulneſs' ſummons, 

He makes one C--— ll of the commons. (v) 
Thou, Hutchinſon, (w) whom every muſe 


Whoſe power gainſt prejudice contends 
And proves that law and wit are friends, 
In that promiſcuous page alone 
By letters I. H. H. art known, 


— O_ 


| 8 33 
(v) He makes eng C——ll of the 22 — having ar iſen 
how the deficient vowels are to be filled up, I conſulted ſeveral friends : 
my nephew Todd imagineth it meaneth caudle, a liquor drank by ly- 
ing-in ladies, as it is compoſed of ſeveral mixtures : (I think it beſt 
when it is ſtrong of the white wine). Mr. Croker very ingeniouſly 
hinteth, he makes one cartſul of the commons; that is, the commons 
all move together in the machine. I think, with ſubmiſſion to 
better judgments, that the 8 removeth all difficulties, and 
i s$ meaning, and with every thing 

ber for the city of Corke. - - 


E 2 In 


— — 


— 


0.1 
In thee Malone (x), the nations boaſt, 
Precifion, law, and ſenſe are loſt. 
Andrews (y) who knows with various {kill, 
To rule the paſſions at his will, 
Who like a wiſe muſician ſeizes, 
The tone which beſt his audience pleaſts, 
Wonders to find Nev aLDi funk 
To a vile feraper blind and drunk. 
How oft on poliſh'd Ofborne's (z) tongue 
Pleaſ'd the attentive Senate hung ? 
While parties emulouſly ſtrove 
Which moſt ſhould praiſe, what all approve. 
Now view him in thy faithleſs ftrain 
Pert, peeviſh, and perplexed as M——-ne. On 


(x) Right Hon. Anthony Malone, Member for the county of Weſt- 
meath. 

(y) Right Hon. Francis Andrews, Provoſt of Trinity College, and 
Member for Londonderry. | 

(2) Right Hon. Sir William Oſborne, Bart. one of the Commiſſion- 
ers of the Revenue, and Member for the borough of Dungaryan. 

(a) Sir William M——e, Bart. lately a Privy Counſellor, and at 
preient Member for Carysfort. He is fu EY to underſtand hand- 
writing and accompts as well as any book- — in Meath-ftreet, he 
is very fond of cyphering and arithmetic, and every day wanteth to 


know more of thei. x a 
Giſborne 


11 


Giſborne (b) who ſays—juſt what he ought, 
Who weighs, condenſes every thought, 


And ftrike con viction to the foul ; 
With energy no longer pleaſes, 
But worſe than babling Cr—m---r teazes. (c) 
Think falſe retailer how each ſprite, 

Will haunt thy ſlumbers every night, 

While theſe dread ſounds invade thine car 
And chill thy conſcious ſoul with fear. 
Where's Pery's (d) deep ironic ſenſe ? 
Where Flood's (e) impetuous eloquence ? 
Where witty Harward's (f) well-timed jeſt ? 
* In thy cold tale ſo ill expreſs dt? 


\ (b) Major General James Giſborne, Member for Liſmore. 


_ [= 5 Sony [=== Belturbet, ar 


ſeventh couſin to the E—l of L—s—h. 


_ Hon. Edmond 2 the Houſe 
Commons, and Member for the Ci Leer of 

(e) 1. lood, Eſq; 1 for the borough of Callan. 
F) The © Counſelor William Harward, Member for the borong 
—— — gh, he was remarkable for wit and humour, and te 
12 prightly bon mots, viz. ſeeing once an of 
the Light Infantry 4 very little with «large plume 
FI TCA If he had but a cork in 


14 Where Langrilhe, (2) French, (k) and Brown- 
W © tow, (3) gone ? 

' Where the bright flame of Hamilton ? 

W Dull Chymiſt !|—all erhar d and fled! 


\ 

: 

1 

} 

= „ 
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| fond thy deſcriptive pow'r to prove, 
tcfume the theme, reſign d too long, 


} 
5 

10 
0 


Mcenas puff d by ev'ry quill, (k) 


. 


1 . 
0 9 — —_— 
- * Led N 8 — 0 
ö 1 


wil one might make à Shuttle-cock of him.” And at another time 
eeting a young Squire who was juſt returned from abroad, and very 
mnceited. It: is (faid the Counſellor) ſomething like my grey cir- 
j cuiteering horſe, the worſe for travelling.“ Theſe Dou mots my 
jends tell me, are not to be compared with ſome of my own, viz. 


bat 1 aid 10 the gentleman who was angry at being killed by my 

I} aural, which will be ſeen further on in theſe annotations, alſo to the 

| art of Cheſterſield, on faid Earl's complaining that the letter and 
er of my Journ were not of different colours, with many 

' 1» tedious to inſert. | 


e Hercules Langride, Eſq; Member for the borough of Knodo- 


j (b) Robert French, Eſq; Member for the town of : 
(i) Right Hon. William Brownlow, Member for the county of 
1 


1 
it 1 
; 


— — ——2—b . > 


— 


hs ER. - 


— — 


| 
l 


— 


-— —_— i. r — 


k 4 1. —Caius Clinius Mecenas | 
rn 
8 aud the whole policy of his reign, fee Littleton's 


1 


[ 39 ] 
And lives for ever in the praiſe 
Of Horace's and Virgil's lays () 
Yet not one ſtanza of his own = 
Has made the poct's patron known. 
While Howard to unborrow'd fame, 
1 By his own works aſſerts his claim: 


Then let a double wreath reward 


The muſe's patron and their bard. 


(1) Of Harace's and Virgils lays.]— They are both to be had, from 
the hours of eight in the morning till twelve at night, at my ſhop ia 


9 Parliament - ſtreet. 
| I have now gone through the ſeveral paſſages of this admiced poem. 
which I thought required any illuſtration or comment, and the reader 
will judge how fac i am quallified for the duty of a commentator : the? 
the ſuccefs I have alr met with in that capacity, leaveth me little 
room to doubt of the public indulgence. It would be ungrateful, did 
I not take this public opportunity of returning my thanks to the many 
learned friends who have favoured me with their aſſiſtance in this #c- 
duous undertaking : they are ſuch a catalogue of names as would do 
honour to the greateſt wits of antiquity ; and the man who can boaſt 
1 of the friendſhip of Mr. Dane, fixth-clerk ; Mr. Dexter, keeper of the 
Four-courts Marſhalſea; Meff. Kavanagh and Croker, attorneys at law; 
Mr. Thomas Mulloc, notary-public, in Skinner-row ; and alderman 
Emmerſon, of the Spinning-wheel, Caftle-ſtreet ; need not be aſhamed 
of putting bis name to any work, in which they have been his coadu- 
tors. My nephew, Thomas Todd, has been fo often mentioned in theſe 
notes, that tis unneceſlary to fay any thing in his praiſe, further, than 
that he is an acute critic, a great traveller, and I have always found 
him very faithful and diligent in his duty, as my foreman. To him, 
therefore, this work is inicribed, by | 


Y UGE His fincere firiend, and paternal uncle, 
GEORGE FAULKNER. 
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